In the three chapters which follow, I have tried, to

picture,  not without humour, something of the

daily life of the French, who still smile, despite

difficulties, annoyances, and privation.

PART SIX
I

A  PARISIAN   HOUSEHOLD

HECTOR, a grumpy husband.
AMBROSINE, a conciliatory wife.
LEON, a friend.

HECTOR.   Do you call this coffee?

AMBROSINE.   But, darling, coffee is only chick-peas and.

chicory.

HECTOR.  And what about the milk?
AMBROSINE.   I had to queue for three-quarters of an hour

this morning, and when it came to my turn there was

only skimmed milk left.
HECTOR.  Anyway, this chick-pea coffee of yours is not

hot.
AMBROSINE.  Well, what do you expect?  I can't heat it

up because we are too short of gas.
HECTOR.  Heavens! It isn't very warm to-day.  Plug in

the electric fire for a while.
AMBROSINE.  Some hopes! We shall exceed our allowance

of electricity and that will mean a fine and the current

cut off.

HECTOR.  H'm.  Is this all the bread there is?
AMBROSINE.  Yes.  In spite of the regulations the baker

has already let me have some of our next fortnight's

ration.

HECTOR.  And butter?
AMBROSINE. No chance of that.
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